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democracy will discover for itself a new form for the interrelation
oi its will. You cannot eternally side-track questions of bread
and butter, of injustices which gnaw at the very vitals of individual
liberty, by pledging adherence to this league or to that by
chattering of higher education, or by promising ten bob per
week to widows. " You can fool the people . . ."

It is^the Government which disposes social organization, is
responsible for a people's welfare, and by legislation may control
its activity for a century. Similarly, by inactivity, by inattention
to the desperate needs and spiritual urge of a people, the Govern-
ment may cast it into depression, may deprive it of vitality, may
sap its national genius; and a succession of such Governments
will reduce even the most virile of peoples to the position of a
slave race.

Let us look the matter in the face.

Some insidious, soul-destroying paralysis is creeping over the
civilized world. It absorbs its culture, atrophies its creative
genius, directs its spirituality to new and strange cults, under-
mines its morality, and seeks to destroy its philosophy of specious
propaganda. It saps the virtues of frugality and unselfish wisdom
by the institution of a theory of soulless State responsibility for
the individual, which its advocates herald as the sunrise of a
working-class El Dorado. It exalts idols before which the people
solemnly and ecstatically worship, dulled into a coma by threats,
or whipped into sensation by the exhortations of the Robot Press.

It panders to the sensuality, luxury, greed, and avarice of the
mass. The objectives of British culture are directed by the catch-
words of sport, implying dog-racing and super-fisticuffs for
mammoth prizes; and by cults, sensual, sadistic, perverted. New
arts, pictorial and in plastic form, succeed the matchless tradition
of the Great Masters. Realism, in the sense of the artistic affirma-
tion of flesh and blood, drags Art from its high pedestal of
simplicity of form and makes it a stupid, impossible enigma to
the masses, and suitable conceits for degenerates and fancies for
debauchees.

A literature of verbal improprieties, evading the censorship of
established law, pours from the presses, finding its way into the
eager hands and sensation-craving minds of the new intelligentsia,
which lacks both genius and stability. These latter, by means
of cocktail parties and of sedulously cultivating the gossip writers,
advertise themselves into public acceptancy as Leaders of British
cultured life.